


towers: “Are you another one of those who like films in which nothing 


happens?” 

In the second ending, near the tower, Daumier is the apologist of null- 
ity: “Now you see on what fragile foundations you were building. Better to 
let the structure crumble, and strew the ground with salt, as the ancients did 
to purify their battlefields. We are stifled by words, images, sounds—none 
of which has any reason to exist! One must educate oneself to silence. Do 
you remember Mallarmé’s praise of the blank page? And Rimbaud—a poet, 
my dear chap, not a film maker? Do you know what was his finest poem? His 
renunciation of literature and his departure for Africa! . . . [am happy to 
see you smother your fire. Thus you spare yourself the misery of facing all 
those useless ashes. How ugly the ashes of misbegotten things are! Still 
tainted, in spite of the fire, with who knows what corruption. Guido, my 
friend—-silence, emptiness, nothingness are so beautiful, so pure! If one 
cannot have everything, then the only real perfection is nothingness.” 


January 9,1963 Mixing. The film is cut into strips that run about 
ten minutes each. Each band is run and rerun on the screen for hours while 
the engineer and the director work the controls on a big instrument panel. 
The separate tracks on which dialogue and other sound have been recorded 
must little by little blend into a whole. But, filming or dubbing, Fellini is 
happy only if five or six people are talking at the same time. In the mixing, 
some of the dialogue is bound to be lost. But it takes a long time. 

The working day runs from eight-thirty in the morning until about ten 
at night. About eight in the evening, Marcello’s secretary, whom the actor 
has generously lent to the director, arrives with a big package. In the back 
office he makes huge sandwiches, carves roast chickens, sets out tangerines, 
pours wine. 


January 15 Music. Before the final mixing of the sound tracks, 
the music is recorded. Here again the days are endless, and the afternoons 
go deep into the night. Coming into the control room, glassed off from the 
huge recording studio by a triple window, is always exciting. The music 
pours into the control room through three speakers, which give each note its 
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